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COLONEL WHARION: [With a chuckle.} You're very trans-
parent, my poor Evelyn. When I want to have a chat
with the Vicar I'll let him know.

MRS. LITTLEWOOD: [Who has been watching the scene with some
amusement.] Why don't you have a game of piquet with
me. Colonel?

COLONEL WHARTON: I haven't played piquet for years. I
will with pleasure. Where are the cards, Evelyn?

MRS. WHARTON: I'll get them for you.

{She gets cards from a drawer-, and puts them on the car a
table. The COLONEL sits down at the table and sorts
the piquet cards out of the pack.

VICAR: I called on you on Monday, Mrs. Littlewood*

MRS. LITTLEWOOD: So I heard.

VICAR: I was told you were not at home. As I walked awa1
it was impossible for me not to see that you were ii
your garden.

MRS. LITTLEWOOD: It's inadequately protected from th
road.

VICAR: I was rather hurt. Fm not aware that there's bee
anything in rny behaviour since I came here to justif
you in treating me with discourtesy. Our relations ha^
always been more than cordial.

MRS. LITTLEWOOD: I didn't wish to see you.

VICAR: So much as that I had the intelligence to infer. B'
I felt it my duty not to allow pique to interfere wi
the due discharge of my office. I had various things
say to you which I thought you should hear, so yesterd
I called again, and again was told you were out.

MRS. LITTLEWOOD: {Coolly I\ I didn't wish to see you.

VICAR: May I ask why?

MRS. LITTLEWOOD: Well, I suppose you wanted to &
about my boy. I didn't think your conversation coi
give him back to me.